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DAWN 



BY FLORENCE EAELE COATES 



In Orient mystery 

Thou veilest thee, 

Pale daughter of the never-quenched Light, 

Who, from the couch of Night, 

By swift-ascending steeds to heaven art borne 

Ere yet thy sister, Morn, 

Awaking, dons her wondrous vesture bright. 

Like to a handmaid lowly, day by day 

Thou dost prepare her way. 

But when soft-trailing saffron and warm rose 

Half veil and half disclose 

Her glowing beauty rare, 

And living things her sweet breath quaff, 

And lift their heads for joy of her, and laugh- 

Thou art no longer there. 

Yet hours there be, 

Child of Hyperion, sacred to thee, 

That dearer gifts confer; 

When mortals lay before thy dim-lit shrine 

A thankfulness of worship more divine 

Than any offered her: 

When after night, distressful spent — 
Night sleepless and intolerably long, 
Comes, unexpected, eloquent, 
A tentative, faint note of song; 

And the o'erwearied watcher sighs, 
And, lying still, with tear-wet eyes, 
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Harkens while soft-ascending lays 

Combine the most celestial praise 

Earth knows; and sees Night's curtain drawn 

Slowly aside, and whispers, " Dawn!" 

Wistful beholds the tender gleam 

Of Hope's pale star, where it doth beam 

Eternal on thy brow, 

And in its pure ray soothed and blest, 

Sinks into rest. 

Flobence Eaele Coates. 



THE ISLE 



BY G. E. WOODBEREY 



All day the island-world had been 

To me a finer sphere, 
And all that I had touched or seen 

Grew intimate and dear; 
The world of recollection slept, 

It had no power to stir, — 
So sky and sea and mountain kept 

Me beauty's prisoner. 

Far from the human-haunted shore 

In sunk and cloven dells, 
Deep nooks, where caverned waters pour, 

I dipped in iris wells; 
There silence seemed a higher sense 

Than is known unto the ear, 
And life a being more intense 

Than doth anywhere appear. 

An arm 's-breadth off she breathed the wild, 

Her face was golden fair, 
A Greek girl, supple, warm and mild, 

And half her figure bare; 
She stood so lightly on the mold, 

So silently, so near, 
I felt the forest round her fold 

A phantom atmosphere. 



